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Grimoire
Salle University Volume 39 Fall 2001

Letter from  the Editor
No two semesters are alike. Often, the months seem to take on a 
certain character of their own, a life that holds in our memories even 
as time passes away. Sometimes I wonder how I’ll remember a par­
ticular semester before it’s really over w ith . . .  sometimes I know 
before it’s really even begun.
Life teaches us strange lessons. This semester, m any of us learned the 
difficult truth of change, how quickly it catches up to us, and how 
rarely we expect it. M any of us felt like we were opening our eyes for 
the very first time.
Even as change sweeps across us, though, life stays the same. We still 
smile and cry, we still hug and fight. And, of course, we still write 
and draw and take our photographs in the desperate attempt to pin 
down some of the joy and poignancy in our lives.
I believe one of the most important lessons from this semester is the 
realization that our very best can come from the very worst. I believe 
we have to laugh sometimes when all we want to do is cry, that we 
can be stronger than our suffering. And I believe our art reflects this 
truth. We have to make our celebrations when we can, glean our 
happiness from our own unexpected humanity.
W ith that in mind, I present to you the 2001 Fall Issue of the 
Grimoire Magazine. Take a look at yourselves. And of course, Happy 
Birthday, Kate.
Lauren Sasewich, M anaging Editor
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Anonymous
"Beware the People weeping
When they bare the iron hand." -Herman Melville
On Red Tuesday, the old butchers died,
Drowning in their blood and the blood of others.
Led on by their rage,
They swam to the bottom of the blood red sea in New York. 
Yet Death need not despair.
The Devil called up the profiteers and frauds, 
And promoted them.
Now they would be the butchers,
Fulfilling the hallowed traditions of their fathers. 
Yet the People did not despair.
Blinded by the old butchers' horrors, 
The People became Penguins.
They marched in columns,
And rallied around the new butchers. 
Yet Progress need not despair.
The Penguins, in their rage,
Developed missiles, missile defense systems, ad nauseum. 
The science of warfare 
Had a red letter day.
Yet ignorance need not despair.
Neither the new butchers nor the Penguins realize, 
The old butchers had the same motives.
Their pain caused them to kill,
Just as their victims' pain caused them to kill in turn. 
The cycle of bloodshed need not despair.
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J enn ie M aslow
Gertrude Grey woke up at the same time Tuesday as she had on 
Monday, and Sunday, and Saturday. Same time, same time, always 6:15, 
never a minute later, though, sometimes, earlier. To feed the birds at the 
kitchen window, although.. .although.. .there were no birds at her kitchen 
window today, nor had there been birds Monday, or Sunday, or Saturday. 
Where are the birds? Gertrude brought dishes down from the cupboards 
thinking Isn’t that pecu liar, there were no birds at the window.
But it wasn’t really her window, she noticed. And the dishes, these are 
not my dishes. She used a chipped blue and green teacup every morning, 
every single morning since 1945, there was no doubt in her mind. Her 
withered neck like crumpled paper puffed in and out with her breath, 
becoming ever more excited. This was not her kitchen.
And yet she knew where everything was, had come down the same 
stairs as she had Monday, Sunday, and Saturday, come from the same bed­
room. That same bed, same frame since 1945, but new mattress since 
1993. She knew, she knew — her bedroom was sea-green damask wallpaper 
and mahogany armoire, four-post bed, trunk at the foot with the baby pic­
tures and her husband’s old uniform. Where is m y husband? Out already? 
But she hadn’t fixed him his tea and toast.
No matter, not to Gertrude. She had things to do, and so she went 
about the kitchen — not her kitchen — finding her breakfast. Tea, toast, 
marmalade, and oatmeal drizzled with honey, same thing since the age of 
10. She savored the tastes, the textures, and thought it no use to change 
what she liked. It kept her lean and lithe, as dancers should be. She liked 
her body, though wrinkled now like linen, but it had served her and she 
had danced and danced, long as she could remember.
Today Gertrude couldn’t find her oatmeal. Gertrude was never without 
oatmeal, and she looked above the stove, beneath the sink, behind the 
microwave. She had never had a microwave; where was she? She wiped her 
thin fingers on a yellow dishtowel, dabbed at her forehead with a napkin, 
smacked her lips. She was hungry. She always ate before she dressed for the 
day; better to stain a robe than a nice full day’s worth of dry-cleaning. She 
would tell her children that, tell them not to dress before breakfast, if she 
could find them. She couldn’t dress until she ate, and she couldn’t eat until 
she found her oatmeal. That’s just the way it was.
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Gertrude finally settled on tea, toast, and preserves: strawberry, her 
least favorite, and Earl Grey, not her favorite, either, but it was all that was 
there. She turned from the refrigerator to sink the bread into the toaster, 
but it had moved -  the toaster, the counter, not there. Not where they 
should be. Gertrude sighed and surveyed the kitchen, located the missing 
counter next to the sink, and on it, the missing toaster. There it  is. She 
pushed the little button and waited, arms crossed, elbows poking through 
her satin robe. Wendy d id  this, she thought.
A buzzing, a ringing whistle, w hat is this? Gertrude snapped her eyes 
forward, plucked the toast from the slots with dainty fingertips and took 
the kettle from the gas. There, done. Tea steeped, toast covered with pre­
serves. She could eat then, and dress. Where is m y oatm eal? Gertrude 
turned from the toaster with her plate and teacup, pushed through swing­
ing Dutch doors to sit in the dining room. She would just have to talk to 
that Wendy lady about her oatmeal. But then she wasn’t in the dining 
room; she was in the hallway, and the door flipped shut behind her, tap­
ping her bony shoulder, reminding her to turn around and go back the 
way she came.
She walked back through the kitchen and through an open doorway. 
There it is, the dining room, stark white walls and chocolate-colored china 
cabinet, to the right. But her dining room had never been stark white, it 
was blue. Dark blue, with oak furniture handed down through generation 
after Grey generation. There was no china cabinet there.
But Gertrude sat, regardless. This was where she always sat, day after 
day, like she had on Monday, Sunday, and Saturday. No change, none, not 
from the day before. She crunched her toast, thankful for her remaining 
teeth, and she sipped her tea, enjoying the heat with each swallow. This 
must be John ’s, she thought. I  n ever drink Earl Grey. It was nearly 8:30 by 
the time she finished, much longer than she usually took. By 8:30 she was 
usually dressed, perfumed, coifed. She would be the first at the George 
Mason Public Library, six miles down the road, just near the Kmart and 
the Super Giant. Tuesday was library and grocery day. No wonder she 
was out of oatmeal.
Gertrude stood, ready to return her plate and cup to the kitchen, 
when a doorbell — she didn’t have a doorbell! — rang throughout her house, 
bumping against the high ceilings. She spun around and looked for the 
front door, because that would of course be Wendy ringing. When she 
found it, she opened it, and there stood a man in brown uniform before her.
“John?”
The man stared back at the woman with the Southern drawl and fuzzy 
white hair. “Gertrude Grey?” He held up a clipboard.
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iGertrude balked in astonishment. “Well, who else would I be?”
The man again looked up at her, bewildered. “I just need you to sign 
this ... you have a delivery.”
“Well, why can’t you bring it inside, for heavens sake?”
“I don’t usually do that, ma’am, but if you need some help lifting it — 
it’s really small, you know,” the man said, shifting his weight and lifting a 
brown paper package from his feet.
“Lord have mercy,” Gertrude sighed, yanking the small parcel from his 
hands. Suddenly she looked at the person in front of her, dressed all in 
brown. “What do you want? What are you doing here?”
“I just need you to sign this,” the man said again, holding up the clipboard.
“What is your business here?” Gertrude grew unsteady in the doorway.
“Ma’am ... you are Gertrude Grey?”
Gertrude squinted at him. “Of course I am. Give me that.”
She signed the paper attached to the clipboard and, with one final 
squint at the man on the porch, shut the front door.
Inside, she skipped as best she could on withered feet across the foyer. 
A package, a package! She knew it was from John, he always sent her things 
when he was away for so long. She made her way to the sitting room, up 
ahead and to the left, but she caught sight of the sofa in the corner of her 
eye — the first door on the right, before the powder room. She made a 
quick turn and pirouetted lightly to the pink damask sofa. Everything was 
damask in her house, but she didn’t mind.
Rheumatic fingers worked away the tape and wrapping, exposing the 
book that was inside. Gertrude looked at the cover — rippled purple satin 
and bright gold words reading D ial M  f o r  Matrimony, by a Judith Klause 
she’d never heard of. She flipped it open and saw a small card inside, 
which she opened and read immediately, aching to know why John would 
send such an obscure gift.
Dear Aunt Gertie, it read — Aunt Gertie? -  I  know how  m uch you  like 
this author —you  n ever stop m en tion ing h er when I  see you  — so when  I  saw  
this in a little bookstore near my house, I  knew I  had  to g e t  it f o r  you. It’s even  
sign ed  in the fr o n t ! I  sure hope you  haven ’t  read this on e yet, an d  I  hope you  
en joy it. I ’l l  see you  soon. Take care o f  yourself. Love, Eileen.
“Good gracious,” said Gertrude. Who’s Eileen? This mustn’t be f o r  me. 
Gertrude looked up from the book and stretched her neck to peer out the 
window, but the man in brown had long since gone. This was a very 
peculiar day indeed.
The grandmother clock on the wall tick-tocking it’s way through 
Gertrude’s morning said it was 10:42. She’d never make it to the library
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and, looking down at herself in awe, why hadn’t she dressed yet? Well, she 
thought, I  have to dress m yse lf a t som e p o in t , and so she pushed herself off 
the sofa and wandered about until she found the stairs.
Humming a wartime hymn and stepping toes first into her bedroom, 
Gertrude wheeled around twice. This is not m y bedroom. She stared out 
into the hallway and then back into the room, over and over, it didn’t 
make sense. Someone had slept there — the bed was disheveled. This 
never happened. But where was the vanity table with her perfumes and 
powders, the wrought iron curly-cueing it’s way around the mirror? And 
the chair, the light blue velvet cushion, not there. Not where it should be. 
Gertrude tiptoed into the room past the bed, feeling for sure she was 
invading someone else’s private space.
There was a bathroom up ahead, she knew this, she’d just been there 
that morning. She turned the corner and found herself in a closet, a large 
walk-in, and, looking heavily from item to item, saw it was full of her 
things. There, the belts hanging next to the door, and there, her purses, 
lined up on the far wall. She closed her eyes tightly and shook her head, 
No, no, no, it wasn’t right, she had a four-post bed, green walls, a vanity in 
white wrought-iron, a trunk at the foot of the bed -  where was the trunk? 
her baby pictures, her husband’s things? — and a bathroom filled with her 
powders and lotions. Gertrude felt light, airy, her ghostlike limbs hanging 
at her side, skin prickling from the cold. Cold? She turned toward the 
window, it was open, it was spring. Lavender bushes below the window 
showed their first few blossoms and the crocuses lining the driveway had 
just poked through the brown earth. Cold? In North Carolina? It was 
April, it was never cold, not there, not in North Carolina.
Gertrude’s hand fluttered to her chest and she gasped, too cold, too 
cold. She slid the window shut — click! — and she turned her head back to 
study the room. What was her bed doing unmade? That was certainly 
peculiar. She stretched her arms across the duvet, a light, creamy floral, 
and soft like chenille. She tucked the sheets under the mattress, hospital 
corners, the way John -  or Wendy? — had shown her. As she arranged the 
pillows she heard her doorbell again. My, my, she was popular.
She wafted down the stairs again, satin robe gliding behind her, 
smelling of toast and tea and butter. Maybe it was that man in brown, 
back to claim the package he’d delivered to the wrong house. She opened 
the door, and there stood what she thought had to be a family: man, 
woman, three children, and another woman, much older. Each of them 
held in their arms a paper grocery bag, and the youngest boy scowled up at 
her. Jehovah’s Witnesses — they must be, she thought, and inside her head 
she scowled at them.
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“I’m sorry,” Gertrude said, “I don’t want anything. Please go away.”
The younger woman sighed. “I knew this was going to happen,” she 
said to the man, and Gertrude watched his eyes shut with disappointment.
“Mom,” the woman said, “it’s me, Ma, it’s Angela.” The woman shuf­
fled her children past Gertrude, who began to clutch at her collar and tug 
at her pockets.
“I ... I really don’t allow strangers in here, ma’am. I’m a good 
Christian, now, but I don’t offer money to solicitors, and, I . . . Well.” 
Gertrude watched as the family made their way through her house as if 
they owned it, as if they’d been there all along. She followed them and 
stood in the doorway of the parlor where they had taken seats at will, the 
grocery bags now at their feet.
“I told you this would happen, Andrew,” the woman said to the man 
with thinning brown hair. “I told you Wendy wouldn’t be enough any­
more, not after last time.” The older woman, who was digging through 
her small handbag, nodded her head slowly.
A teenage boy with floppy red hair said, “It’s okay, Mom, it happens 
every time.”
“Yeah, Mom, it’s not your fault,” said a girl with long brown hair, 
maybe a year or two older than the boy. “It’s not your fault either, Dad.”
“Can we go now?” said the youngest boy, who couldn’t have been 
older than twelve.
The girl smacked the boy on the shoulder as the woman looked up at 
Gertrude, who still stood in the doorway, a patient if unwilling observer. 
Gertrude’s mouth hung slightly open and her lips were chapped and pale 
pink. Her eyes were tired and heavy, the skin beneath them purple and 
puckered like a dried plum. She was so tired, is i t  bedtim e already*. She 
looked into the parlor at the pink sofas and chairs and the glass tables 
topped with Austrian crystal candy dishes. When had her daughter shown up?
“Angela?” she ventured, the word just an echo of a whisper.
“Finally,” said the youngest, who garnered another smack from his sister.
“Yes, Mom, yes,” said the woman, getting up from the sofa, knowing 
then that she could embrace her mother. “It’s me, Mom, we’ve come 
to .. .see you.”
“Angela . . . ” Gertrude said, peering over her daughter’s shoulder at the 
five people sitting in her parlor, staring at them. Her blue eyes watered 
and she blinked.
“Why aren’t you dressed yet, Mom? It’s almost one,” Angela said, leav­
ing her seat and approaching Gertrude slowly, like she was a wild rabbit 
she didn’t want to scare away. Gertrude trembled at the touch of the
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woman’s cool jacket on her forearms as they embraced like timid children.
“Andrew,” Angela began, “I don’t ... I don’t think she’s showered this 
week.”
“I thought it stunk in here,” said the boy.
“Jimmy, shut up for Chrissakes,” said the man, who stood up and 
wrapped his arm around his wife. “It’s all right, hon. We knew it would 
happen sooner or later.”
Gertrude walked slowly into the room and sat in a wicker rocking 
chair near the sofa, perusing the faces of her visitors. “Where’s John?” she 
asked. “Where’s my Johnny?”
A tense silence invaded the room and the grandmother clock tick- 
tocked it’s way through the minutes. “Mom,” offered Angela, “I’m going 
to go put your groceries away now. Okay?”
“Who are you?” Gertrude said, snapping her neck up. “Who are you? 
Where’s John?”
“Jesus Christ,” the man said, slumping his back against the sofa.
“What is this?” Gertrude barked. “Who swears in my house?”
The older woman set her handbag down at her feet and shuffled over 
to Gertrude. She was heavyset, nothing like her sister, who became smaller 
and smaller at each visit. “Gertie, it’s Edna,” she said, grabbing Gertrude 
by her pointy shoulders and swinging her around to face a mirror on the 
wall. “Look, honey, don’t we look the same, now?”
Gertrude looked at the reflective glass, watched a hand touch her 
creviced face. She was hungry again, she wanted to sit. Just sit, and eat, 
and get dressed. She had to go to the library, because it was Tuesday — 
library and grocery day. She was out of oatmeal, so she had to go. From 
behind her she heard cupboards opening and the muffled, hushed tones of 
people who know each other well. She glanced past the woman standing 
next to her, a gray-haired, plump old thing smelling of daffodils, and her 
eyes met with three youthful faces staring back through their freckles and 
eyelashes.
“I ... I don’t give to solicitors,” she said, looking past the sofa and 
through the window, looking for John to come walking around the corner 
by the driveway, past the lavender and crocuses, up the walk and into their 
home, back home.
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Tom Arnold
Everyone looked up to you, admired you, idolized you 
Some, I'm sure, have fantasized about you.
And they will continue to do so, until they realize your 
deceitfulness.
My perfect picture of you is torn to pieces 
And the wind has carried them away.
I've gathered them all, but could not find the one that would 
cover your heart.
The glass ball has fallen and shattered to pieces.
I've pricked my finger on its now sharp interior.
You no longer live up to your once smooth exterior.
My trust in you is no longer valid
And to say that I believe you would be a waste of my innocent 
breath.
Nothing would change, it would never be the same.
I was sure I saw a piece of myself in you, and part of you in me 
But that reflection is gone now.
Everything I loved was just the calm before the storm.
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Francis Dubois
Tapped into the flow,
Data becomes everything,
Time slows to the beat,
Nothing is outside,
Taps and clicks,
Flickers of light,
Rearranged by the hand of its god,
The god at the console,
Reality skips a frame,
Caught in the blank space,
Between then and now,
Rush of binary,
Barriers dissolve,
As code is broken,
Godhood is earned.
-MetalGhost
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Amanda Innes
15
Jessica Ciaramella
Audrey Tucker
5/27/01 Or I think that this is the date. I can say this - I
have received continuous human hatred from birth in terms of 
self-actualization. The promise, struggle, achievement have 
been discouraged at the threat of murder. But the Lord has 
seen fit to carry me through the unthinkable over and over 
again. At first, I had no hope - no confidence that the Lord 
could bring me through. The shame of not being able to 
defend myself - uphold my integrity - my ideas - my choices 
- my striving - my contributions. My soul has a witness. And 
that witness is I. My soul started talking and I was afraid. I 
was afraid. Now I am glad. My soul has a scent. It is lilac.
My soul has a flower - the buttercup. My soul is blasting out 
space for itself. I rejoice in my curiosity. I rejoice in hope. 
HOPE esperanza HOPE Loneliness is beginning to fade. But 
I admit that there are still times that I am so confused. I for­
get where I am. I don't know if I am capable to doing any­
thing. I have profound periods of sadness. I have scant peri­
ods of tolerance for people who willfully choose to violate my 
integrity. I feel so much pain. Part of me is helpless.
Bob Zajko
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Nick DeAngelo
Boys of age hold suit 
on playgrounds and schoolyards 
in games of men, 
while boys they remain.
Capturing valor only after - 
after their games have ceased 
and in victory holds delusion 
of men proud and honored, 
yet boys they remain
A spectator's awe catches glimpses 
from afar, filtered in deception, 
of battered defenses worn through, 
spitting cheers of encouragement.
Lewd outcries of loyalty,
from Sam's band of locals in support
of aspirations from tomorrow's men.
But tomorrow is not today, 
and boys they remain.
Bands crash on in chorus, 
but no goal has been scored, 
no ball received. Ashes 
now mark our boundaries.
Remains of forgotten boys,
not deprived of but -
but rather saved from another pain,
a lasting suffrage in disappointment,
a life long lesson in loss.
Only in this final test, failed but taken, 
will you find what remains of your boys.
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Maribeth Hegadom
The stars tell a story tonight
Each one glowing with a memory 
Of the past and a piece of the present 
Forever untangling 
What the world could not handle 
By itself.
Listen closely to the voices in the sky 
Panic, a deadly whisper 
To tell the truth
Of who we really are.
Were you there when the first gun 
went off?
Innocence smeared with blood 
The young have aged.
Were you there when the smoke curled 
From the first explosion?
Genius entered
But morality escaped.
I remained underneath the warm glow 
Of the white lights 
Straining my ears
As every glint of history rushed by. 
I have heard everything
But they have seen everything 
And although I try to understand "why?" 
It still doesn't make any sense.
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Samantha Russell
I love the fact that you hate me
It forms a ball of satisfaction in my chest 
feeding the evil demon I have inside
I try to act disappointed 
that just the thought of my existence 
can clench your fists
While in secret 
I wait anxiously 
for my demon to dance for joy
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Carly Jacobs
I am floating on a red wine flood 
looking straight at the bright electric sun.
The clouds overrule the once blue sky and 
the cool relaxing sweetness tingles my skin.
I spread my arms and follow the current, 
this new world stains me a chestnut red.
It makes my blood warm and my skin moist, 
blending and liquidizing me into the surface.
I can still see the people walking above me, 
their soles are so visible and recognizable.
I want to reach out to them up above 
and pull them with my quicksand hands.
Then they will see the freeness and beauty
of the unseen world underneath their feet.
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In the middle of the suburbs
a woman climbs a tree and decides to grow wings.
Between the ants in the crevices of bark and sap 
are the atoms of life, nestled within one another, 
cousin to cousin.
We are one and the same, they say, 
and she takes the fall.
But in her opposable-thumb world, 
where conscience eats at whimsy, 
she latches on,
and a leaf cries out for her sake.
Don't leave us, it says, 
you're part of the family.
The holidays are coming, it says.
And so the woman swings around
into the pieces and particles, settles,
and she submits herself to the less-complicated.
I don't belong, she says.
You don't do what I do.
In the wind she hears the pollen calling.
Where do you think you got the tendency? they ask, 
bumping their tiny collective 
into the eaves and shutters of her home.
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Jennie M aslow
Sinking into the calm of green around her, 
the woman shuts tight her eyes, squeezes into herself, 
and two feathers reach out 
from the chrysalis of her spine.
There you go, say the tendrils of life, 
wrapping themselves around her, molecule 
to frenzied molecule.
You knew you could do it.
Biting down on her, though, is her memory: 
a piece of glass
buried in the children's sandbox,
with the melted-wax figure of contemplation
pointing its sterile finger.
The woman feels her feathers drying,
feels the leaves pull back to cup the coming rain,
and she recedes,
back into the spirit-form of trees,
downward to the ants and mountainous bark,
and blistering amber sap -
back toward the middle-world, 
where parents eat their young.
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Tom Arnold
Gathered around
For the 17th time 
A few days too late 
And no one cares
Before the candles are lit 
A fire's already burning 
Between an overemotional mother 
And her sinister son
The lights are out 
The TV still on
17 flames sparkle in their own light 
Wax splashing down
A bass song is heard in monotone 
A simple wish 
A breath of air 
A puff of smoke
Immediate silence ensues.
Not a single word, smile, or clearing of a throat. 
And this is a celebration.
26
Anonymous
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Amanda Innes
Your penis is limp
A sore thumb sneeze 
A non-ejaculant 
Blue fear disease 
My tongue is numb
A melted wax pile 
A silence-inheritor 
Tip-top shape trial
Delivered, at will, to an old folks' home
28
Patricia Sobol
29
Derek M oen ch
He knew what happened next. He’d read them all before, several 
times. But that didn’t dull his enjoyment even a little. Sitting on his bed 
in an apartment with the dimensions of a jail cell, Kevin Jones was living 
in the now. He turned the page and, in an extremely satisfying moment of 
extravagant mayhem, Godzilla smashed the Hoover Dam.
The comic books had come out in the 70’s. There was a more recent 
series, one with glossy pages and more vibrant colors, but these were still 
his favorites. He pulled a lime-flavored tortilla chip from its bag and 
absently placed it into his mouth. (The practice of eating his chips whole, 
rather than in successive bites or nibbles, had arisen as a precaution against 
dropping tortilla crumbs onto the sacred pages of his beloved comics.)
They were addictive, the chips and the comics both. Once he had a taste, 
he couldn’t stop. He finished the issue he was on, placed it face down on 
the already-read stack, and dove into the next one. Pulling another chip 
from the bag, he kept on reading.
It was 4:30, Saturday afternoon, and Kevin sat surrounded by the trap­
pings of his fandom. They dominated every available space in his room, 
from the Godzilla t-shirt that clung so close to his body to the Ultraman 
poster in the farthest corner of his room. In the paltry space between, 
books and fanzines littered the floor.
Lovingly arranged in a box near the TV were his videos. Godzilla’s 
1954 black and white debut stood at the top followed by the sequels it had 
spawned: Gigantis the Fire Monster, Godzilla vs. the Thing, Godzilla vs. 
Monster Zero, Godzilla vs. King Kong, Son of Godzilla, Godzilla’s 
Revenge, Destroy all Monsters, Godzilla vs. Mecha Godzilla, and so on, 
from badly dubbed US releases to subtitled bootleg imports from Asia.
Next came the Gamera franchise, then Ultraman. The unclassifiable misfits 
of the collection — Japanese giant monster movies which didn’t belong to a 
long series of releases — stood at the end, organized by studio. Eighty-three 
tapes in all, it was surely a video set to be coveted by any fan of the genre.
But the bulk of Kevin’s collection consisted of vinyl toys. All teeth, 
claws, and plastic antennae, the legion they formed was a sight to behold. 
Here were all the giant monsters he loved so much shrunk down to mere 
inches and crowding together on scanty shelf space. Ultraman, Gamera, 
Rodan, Megalon, Ghidra the three-headed dragon, Mecha-King Ghidra,
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Gudis I, Gudis II, Mothra larva, Mothra adult, and hundreds of others 
kept watch from above as he read. There were two of Godzilla; the only 
difference between them that one had his mouth closed while the other’s 
was open -  frozen in a perpetual silent roar.
Kevin had spent an obscene amount of money, not to mention the 
better part of his existence, accumulating his collection. Even as he sat 
engrossed by comic books, in the back of his mind he awaited the arrival 
of his most recent mail-order import. A limited-edition collector’s plate 
was on its way to him. Emblazoned on it would be the fearsome visage of 
Godzilla himself, haloed by the fiery airborne ashes of Tokyo or some other 
unfortunate Japanese metropolis. There were only 1000 of its kind made, 
and soon one of them would be his and his alone, complete with its very 
own certificate of authenticity. It had only cost him $195.
Yes, being a dedicated Godzilla fan (or G-fan, for those inclined to 
abbreviate) was not cheap. He cut corners wherever he could, humbly 
subsisting on Ramen and the requisite tortilla chip. Meanwhile, every 
spare cent he had, as well as plenty he didn’t, went to feeding his obsession. 
So focused was he on budgeting for the demands of his fandom that he 
forgot to pay the rent for his meager living quarters in Krinsky Duplex 
Apartments.
Six blocks away from the pathetic apartments that bore his name, 
landlord Greg Krinsky was working himself into a huff. He was a reason­
able man, but did that mean he should stand back and let himself be vic­
timized? Certainly not. Reason demanded only so much patience, and 
that patience had long since run out. That deadbeat Jones had missed his 
payment again, and for it the righteous fury of landlord Krinsky would be 
visited upon him.
Eviction notice in hand, Greg Krinsky strode purposefully out the 
door of his affluent dwelling, across six blocks of sidewalk to the less desir­
able part of town, and into Krinsky Duplex Apartments. Briefly pausing 
in front of Jones’ door, he straightened his jacket and assumed a wrathful 
countenance. Then he pounded.
Kevin looked up to find the Godzilla calendar on his door rocking 
back and forth. Who had come for him? Did he really want to know? 
Probably not — all his friends were already in the room there with him, 
lining the shelves, standing at attention. Only hostile individuals remained
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on the outside. Stepping lightly, with as much stealth as any reclusive fan- 
boy could command, he made his way to the door.
Krinsky was growing more and more impatient. He knew that freak 
Jones never left the apartment, and Jones knew that he knew, so what was 
the point in pretending not to be there? The soon-to-be-homeless miscre­
ant was insulting his intelligence. Mr. Krinksy also knew that peepholes 
only functioned as one-way devices, but he still found himself trying to 
squint his way into the apartment.
Jones bent over to his peephole and instantly recoiled. Through its 
curved glass he had seen a face bloated and distorted beyond recognition — 
a fearsome hovering ball of knotted anger staring daggers at him. He 
backed away, nearly tripping over his box of tapes. Any chance that he 
would open the door had been scared into oblivion. He remained trans­
fixed, still, silent, fearfully waiting for a violent thunder of rage and abuse 
from whoever was out there.
Instead, a white envelope slipped quietly under the door.
As Greg Krinsky walked down the hall and out of the building, he felt his 
fury melt away. At long last, that troublesome Jones was dealt with, and 
good riddance. Well satisfied, the landlord went home to do his finances.
Nothing prepared Kevin for the news borne by that treacherously 
harmless looking white envelope. Eviction meant the worst. He would 
have to part with his collection, to part with his only love, the very essence 
of his life. Either that, or he would have to take his treasures out into the 
elements, to allow them to be subjected to the dangers of the outside 
world. In despair he hung his head.
Objects, by definition, are lifeless — inert. Yet, to some, even an inani­
mate thing can take on a life of its own. If one’s life revolves around it, if 
one loves and obsesses over it, the object will come alive. Certainly this is 
the case with a little girl and her doll, or a captain and his ship.
But surely the objects themselves do not have the innate capacity for 
life. Whatever personalities they assume are on loan from their owners, 
whose hopes, wishes, and obsessions are projected onto their possessions.
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Clearly, all lifeless objects can do is reflect the human psyche back to those 
who willed them to “life.” Objects cannot by themselves come alive and 
act according to their own will.
Or can they?
That’s the question one would have to ask when, that night at 3:48 
AM, row upon row of vinyl Godzilla toys began to climb off their shelves 
and onto the cold floor of Kevin Jones’ soon-to-be-vacated room. Moving 
stiffly at the few articulated joints their manufacturers had granted them, 
the monsters shuffled over to stand below Kevin’s open window. Climbing 
on top of each other, the first eighteen formed themselves into a ladder for 
their brethren. The rest precariously made their way up the writhing tan­
gle of arms, wings, and tails, smaller toys piggybacking on larger. When 
the makeshift tower fell, it did so in a tremendous clatter, sending Megalon 
all the way under the bed. But, with the single-mindedness of worker 
ants, they rebuilt their structure and continued on. After all, they were 
Kevin’s guardians, his minions, his only hope. They were not to be 
deterred. From the first floor window they poured onto the ground and 
scurried out into the sickly yellow of the sidewalk streetlights.
And Kevin, through it all, dreamt horrific dreams.
The horde of toys had little trouble getting past Greg Krinsky’s defens­
es. A several-hundred dollar security system was no match for Godzilla, 
King of the Monsters, nor for any of the hundreds who followed. They 
simply formed a single-file line and went in straight through the doggie 
door. Once inside, they regrouped and marched forward, a bloodthirsty 
army embarking on a holy war, a host of marauding invaders interested 
not in plunder or tribute but solely in one man’s painful demise.
They found Greg Krinsky asleep on his living-room sofa. Without 
hesitation, the monsters scaled the couch and overran it. Both Godzillas 
stopped at the armrest where Krinsky’s head lay. The others ran along the 
back of the couch all the way to the hated landlord’s feet. Like a family 
observing a moment of reverence before their meal, the swarm momentarily 
fell still.
Then they descended on him — tiny synthetic claws methodically 
rending and tearing to a soundtrack of agonized screams.
When the sun came out that morning, Kevin Jones awoke from a 
horrific mind-bending psychedelic nightmare. In it, images of his savagely
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murdered landlord’s corpse mixed with visions of his beloved monsters 
come frighteningly alive. If he was confused and more than a little shaken 
by all of this, it didn’t help to find all of his toys absent from their shelves 
and on the floor instead. He immediately found himself on his feet, trying 
hard to collect his thoughts. It wasn’t working.
He began picking up the toys one by one and returning them to their 
shelves. Whenever he was unsettled, he always had his monsters for 
diversion. It didn’t seem to matter that they were the very things causing 
his distress.
Hours later, while he was making the final adjustment to Gamera’s 
footing, Kevin received another notice from under his door. It was from 
Mrs. Henderson down the hall. Apparently Mr. Krinsky had been mur­
dered in his sleep.
Kevin spontaneously broke into dance. One fist in the air, he spun 
unsteadily and grabbed Godzilla off his shelf. He wasn’t sure why he was 
so happy -  it didn’t mean for certain that he wouldn’t be evicted — but he 
treated the news as a personal triumph. He tossed Godzilla to himself. He 
snapped his fingers and jumped in jubilation. He knocked a petite Ghidra 
from the edge of a shelf back onto the floor.
King Ghidra, known to audiences as the three-headed dragon, had not 
only three heads but two tails and two magnificent golden wings as well. 
That was until Kevin, ignorant in his euphoria, stepped on the revered 
monster and cruelly broke a head, both tails, and a wing.
This did not go unnoticed by Mecha-Godzilla above. Raising a metal­
lic hand, the $60 import toy dutifully signaled his cohorts to the attack 
once again.
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Nichole DuBan
I can't open my eyes and 
See what's in the real world. 
People see me as a failure.
I fail. I fall.
I drift downward 
Like anyone else.
I don't have a chance to get up 
There is no opportunity.
So I keep my eyes closed 
To see nothing 
But everything- 
To disavow all knowledge,
Being omniscient.
I have a choice to open my eyes
Close my mind
And walk out the door.
Turn back? Don't.
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Carly Jacobs
The radio was turning me on, 
the songs were my only company, 
they listened as I sang.
The window saw right through me, 
it opened me up and breathed, 
but the screen was still down.
The phone wanted to pick me up, 
to dial and here my ring, 
to tell me all about its love.
The refrigerator was raiding me, 
looking for a crave to stop the hunger, 
but was I satisfying?
The kitchen didn't seem to mind me, 
it was peaceful thinking about you 
and my fettuccine was waiting for me.
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Kate Thompson
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self-deprecation
is forgetting your secrets through the years 
and day by day in the overnights.
Amanda Innes
38
Bethany Cottingham
perhaps
if I look through your window 
I can see you better 
hear you better 
perhaps
if I sleep in your bed 
eat your food 
be in your world 
I can feel you better 
understand you better 
perhaps
if I wear your clothes 
I can smell you better 
smell your essence 
and know you better 
perhaps
but perhaps that will never be 
and you will remain 
a foreign object 
to me
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Josef Cashiola
strings touching
forever crashing along the soft lost steps 
of parents that numbers saw engulfed
you stared with red crushed legs
crossed across the best kept calm of disaster,
daring nothing your own heart heaves against beating towards
oblivion
while,
your call is being placed 
help is on the way 
while,
that brazen, sickly-sweet second guess
became all we ever wanted to satiate our prescription,
yet further nailed our spoils to dust.
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Jennie Maslow
So unusual to be captivated by this:
just five toes straying from the underside of sheets,
abandoning warmth for maybe the glance
I cast toward them.
Perhaps then for this I gravitate lower;
your foot, unsuppressed,
given over to the potential of a lengthy stare.
I travel upwards and see your face - expectantly open,
placed there for a reason, no,
not for a reason but simply because -
because it has nowhere else to be, but seen.
I am seven inches from your mouth 
and I can hear you dreaming.
A few seconds ago, you were in Thailand, 
dancing the hula with a polar bear.
What inescapable messes we create 
when we think no one sees us.
Shadowed in bruised light, 
weighed by the thoughts of the awake 
and yet, still -
there. Still there, settled into warmth and the grazing of eyes, 
a foot and a face;
one the runner, down on its knees in the well of sleep, 
the other with nowhere else in the world to be, 
but seen.
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Derrick M artin
A pause then followed in the conversation as the boy and his father 
each lit more cigarettes, each taking a moment to guard themselves 
against whatever was coming next, waiting as a car passed lazily down 
the street. The boy’s father set his plate down and, after taking a drink, 
nestled his glass between his flannel trousered-legs. The boy stood 
quickly to hold his lighter out to his father before returning to his own 
folding chair, lighting his own cigarette. The two smoked quietly, then, 
for a moment, waiting. And then the boy began to tell about the fire.
-Thursday, his father said, and the boy nodded.
-Thursday night actually, he said, fingering a hole in his jeans. 
Thursday night three weeks ago, in the city, just before the boy had 
finally come home, that was when it had happened. They had exited 
the bar that night, the boy and his friend, to see several small clumps of 
people standing necks-craned on the sidewalk before them looking up. 
Some of them were walking forwards, towards it, and some just stand­
ing there, kind of talking without making eye contact, like they were all 
watching television together or driving somewhere or something. The 
boy and his friend, they felt obligated by this, so they looked too, just 
like everyone else. The boy said that, at first, he didn’t really see any­
thing wrong.
-It was just black, he said, and so you couldn’t really see the smoke, 
which had been everywhere. I mean the sky looks like its black, he 
said, but its not, not really. It’s not like that. Something was off about 
it, and then there was this second of recognition. Then we realized 
what it was, he said. This thick, black smoke all over the sky. And we 
both looked at each other for a second, to make sure it wasn’t just, like, 
our eyes playing tricks on us.
The man nodded here, grunting affirmatively. He took a sip from 
his drink and motioned with his free hand to go on, that he was still 
listening. The smoke from his cigarette went swimming in little spirals.
The fire must not have really been all that obvious for too long 
before, probably burning inside mostly, doing who knows what kind of 
damage on the inside before it reached the outside of the building. In 
any case, there weren’t really any fire trucks anywhere. There didn’t seem 
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to be any officials on the scene at all. Nothing official about it really, 
the boy said. The smoke seemed to all be coming from somewhere on 
the third floor of this apartment building, just a block away from the 
bar. You had to know where to look within the smoke to really see the 
fire, the boy said, to find the flickering little TV-set-glow of the flame.
It was hard to believe that’s all there was to it, to fires, just that little 
light making all that smoke, but thinking back later it must have been 
unreal on the inside. You could just imagine, all those little efficiencies 
and studios, lined up in neat little rows, just like small furnaces
The boy stopped to drag on his cigarette then, and the boy’s father 
started to lean forward to rest on his knees, but ended up almost 
spilling his drink. It took him a second, but he caught it, smiling a 
little bit as he settled himself again.
-Bad place for a fire, the man said. All those buildings so close 
together, so tall.
-Yeah, the boy said, and that’s what was so scary about it, that it 
was just happening, like, in real time. There hadn’t really been anyone 
or anything to reassure them, all these people in the street, that they 
were safe. Like what was stopping this kind of thing from happening 
everywhere, these casual little fires? Wasn’t it a big deal? Everyone was 
just kind of standing there, like it was some big spectator sport, this 
fire, like the people who lived there had started the fire themselves and 
were now standing just beside them, smiling, impressing their friends. 
Some people were pointing out parts of it, drawing circles in the air 
with their fingers around certain areas. People were laughing politely, 
and it was easy to get lulled into that, the boy said. You were kind of 
worried, but except for the fire, the way everyone was acting, you felt 
stupid if  you were worried, or silly, like it was nothing.
The fire trucks materialized soon after that, they arrived suddenly, 
the boy said, so someone had finally picked up a phone, someone had 
had some sense. It was also just then, though, as men in heavy rain­
coats had begun to herd people away, that the boy and his friend had 
realized just how close the fire actually was to the boy’s friend’s own 
apartment building, not even a block away.
-Right, the boy’s father said, looking concerned, fires spread.
-Uh huh, the boy nodded, so he and his friend, they had started to 
walk then, and then running some but then walking again, feeling 
strange. They walked back to his friend’s place, the boy standing in the
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street to watch while his friend dug to find her keys and open the front 
door. But then, as soon as they got upstairs, they had almost just 
turned right around and walked back out, wondering if  maybe it wasn’t 
the best idea to stay there tonight. Like maybe it would get windy later 
on, maybe things would spread. They boy and his friend, they talked 
about monoxide poisoning and stuff, both looking kind of worried, or 
maybe just feeling obligated to look worried, and then the whole thing 
had just seemed really stupid and they didn’t go anywhere.
In the end, the boy said, the two of them had just ended up spend­
ing the night on the roof, watching the fire burn further down the 
street, watching the smoke swallow the surrounding buildings as 
though it were a physical incarnation of the night itself, of the spring 
evening. There had been firefighters flashing between streets, blocking 
things off. They had listened the sirens bouncing oddly off of build­
ings, echoing, kind of surreal. The blue and red shadows danced up 
from the street, like light reflecting off of moving water. They had sat 
there, the boy said, listening to the sound of the drama below, listening 
to the politics of the fire, but muffled, and somehow less important, 
not really a part of their world at all.
The man took another drink then, and twisted his nearly smoked 
cigarette into the hard, warm, springtime boards of the porch rails. A 
breeze cooled them some. -So what happened, he said, still balancing 
his drink.
-Nothing, the boy said. That was it. They slept there on the roof, 
eventually, in these plastic loungers someone had left up there. They 
fell asleep, separate from one another, in different chairs, too sober, 
now, to really follow through with things. Then, by morning, with the 
sun up and everything, no more fire. The sky was a little hazy but you 
could make out the part of the building that had been cut open.
Inside, it was just soggy and cold and black. Someone’s furniture and 
part of their bathroom was there. The boy and his friend had had 
breakfast and then she drove him home.
The boy’s father nodded, thinking this over, and the boy smiled.
He put his cigarette out on the soul of his shoe, tossing it into the near­
by ashtray along with the his father’s. A car passed on the street again, 
the same one from before, driving back this time. The screen door hung 
slightly ajar, creaking in the wind. The boy’s father almost frowned.
The first thing that bothered him about this story, the first lie, was
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the notion that the fire had happened three weeks ago, when in fact it 
had been some months. It had been in January or December, even, 
that the building had caught fire; he even remembered reading about it 
in the paper, one of those weekly, suburban periodicals. The boy’s 
father remembered hearing about it on the news, some late winter 
evening after arriving home from work, watching it on the same living 
room television that could be seen through the screen door.
He also knew that the boy had not been there to witness it, knew 
this for a fact. He had not seen the fire burning. The boy had been at 
school that night, he was almost sure, probably still up, but alone in his 
room. The boy had not been there, actually, his father knew, but he 
had talked to some other friends of his who had. Well not talked, real­
ly, or discussed, the boy never really felt comfortable asking about these 
things. Maybe he had just listened in on the conversation of others 
relating the anecdote, the story of the fire, or some fire like it, or other 
fires, fires real and imagined, miles away. The boy had sat there, per­
haps, at that very bar outside of which, supposedly, the whole thing had 
taken place. He had eavesdropped on some other students discussing 
it, students from his school or one of the many others there in the city, 
and one of them had remarked maybe that, for a few days afterward, he 
had felt closer to those people who had been there with him, that this 
experience had somehow brought them closer together, becoming a part of 
their shared past, adding momentum to their relationship, however tem­
porarily. After a week or so, they were just like anybody else, any other 
casual acquaintance, and the fire was still there. It was just a good story.
The boy’s father knew these things and he was thinking of them as 
he tipped the last of his drink back, the last amber inch, and then 
turned to watch the boy, who was then starring off idly into the horizon, 
starring west, into the direction of all great fires, into the searing reality of 
the setting sun. And perhaps the boy knew these things as his father 
thought them, these doubts hanging thick in their air between them.
Because there were other things that bothered the boy’s father as 
well, other lies, like how the boy would pretend not to have seen a cer­
tain movie that the man was watching so that the man would have to 
explain what had happened to him already, watching the boy nod in 
feigned comprehension, or how the boy would pretend to remember 
the faces of members of their family long dead, or to have dreamt of 
them, how the boy would say that he had failed an exam he had really
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aced, how the boy would hide the books he read, some of them, or steal 
certain photographs that belonged to his father, leaving them in obvi­
ous places in his room. These things were troubling to him. They were 
problematic.
Things like how the boy would avoid using certain words in casual 
conversation with his father, how he would pretend to misunderstand a 
poem so that his father would sit with him and explain, explain a poem 
that was in fact clear as change jingling, as clear as the deep blue 
evening sky. The boy and his father, these things, these lies, had come 
to characterize the language of their relationship, its inconsistencies. 
These periods of minor bankruptcy and neglect, they seemed to fog the 
windshield of each other’s emotions, to blur nearly together but with­
out ever actually overlapping, like the broken yellow lines of freeway 
lane dividers that do not quite connect as you accelerate down the road. 
And things like this, they would cause the boy and his father each to 
think of others like them, other parents and children, of which few 
came to mind, pairs troubled, together, each with their own languages 
and stories, stories not of fires but of fathers and son, so few of whom 
could be found patrolling these streets on nights such as that one, 
haunting the basements and recrooms of other homes, homes similar to 
theirs, homes near and far, going backwards and forwards through time, 
these figures eluded them.
The boy’s father stood then, after finishing his drink, and folded his 
chair against the side of the house, the boy doing the same. He held 
the screen door open for the boy as they both walked slowly inside. 
Their street was almost completely deserted then, with the sun gone 
and the pavement beginning to cool. The light of televisions every­
where flickered bright and warm in picture windows up and down the 
block. It was evening. Inside, the boy and his father said nothing, each 
retreating to their separate rooms.
And then, the next day, the man would pass the fire off on a buddy 
of his at work.
And the boy would unearth it, years later, for a woman he trusted.
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Lauren Kauffman
i got lost the other day 
just lost
confused and unable to 
go home
to return to myself or 
to life
as i've known it has changed 
realist
says welcome to my wisdom 
perhaps
if his eyes did not make me 
need him
i would never have seen this 
gray day
as gray and bleak but as a 
sunbeam
or a tumultuous motion 
but here
i am unexposed for once 
i see
less of clouds and more of sky 
the truth
emerges and folds me
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Nick DeAngelo
The chill of a winter air
serves to motivate flourishing colors
and vibrant youth with missions—
Once chosen, once discarded, to be 
caged by a globe of endless trial and chance.
It is our future we force to these chains.
A barren world they now face,
of faithless field masters overcome with age.
Sunken eyes and frozen hands rotate-
all directions considered, Can no globe break?
Fuggi, se saggio sei 
Primavera, per te non sara mai
Wrestled from summer warmth,
Hastened into weary debate—
Convincingly enough that smile etches through
and wraps the fingers of conform around young necks.
Teaching but one thing, that
Home is lost in cold hands.
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Patricia Sobol
so if it isn't the media playing some big trick 
and if it isn't a sci-fi movie
and since I didn't wake up this morning and have everything 
back, everything normal
it is real
so real that I drove to work scared picking up my last paycheck 
stashed the last of my money into these shallow pockets
i've spent too many long days in a cubicle
when I could have been helping loving believing sharing and
utilizing
instead
corporate America was my daily rendezvous, a love affair 
with the bitch I hated
and while wearing my family reunion tee 
I try to buy roses and bicycles 
and have thoughts about shaving my head 
and living until tomorrow
i'm asking myself 8 million questions that have no significant 
answers
will the water keep running? How will I brush my teeth?
pent up, swept up and wept up off the ground off my world 
out the door in tumbling emotions and over exerted imaginations 
[we have placed a part of surreal images upon this hardship 
known as death]
will it all be better
and the cure to AIDS that no one is willing to release 
athletes foot and cavities are simplified 
she cried herself to sleep
i'm a big girl now in a big girl nation 
that is so wet behind its fucking ears
crawl with me to the underground 
and hold on to those people those emotions those real true dirt
fresh instinctive thoughts and actions.
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Colleen Marie Guerin
Alcohol coursing through our veins 
Blood pounding through our heads 
Emotions flowing from our hearts 
Exploding on our lips 
Shared by our mouths 
Holding each other 
Moving together
Time continues 
But without our knowledge 
Concentrating only on our tongues 
Intertwined like our arms and 
The rest of our bodies
Feeling the warmth 
Of our hands 
Of our hearts 
Of our passions
Finally exhausted 
Laying there 
5am
Satisfied to just hold each other 
Or trace a finger on your chest 
Dozing off
To another 
Dream
Now that I have
Captured this one in 
Reality.
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Bethany Cottingham
In your blazing glory 
I revel in my respiration 
respiration of life 
tipped in all its greatness 
boldly pronouncing 
the wonder, 
the beauty of change.
Cold smacks my cheeks 
reddening it to your glow 
I look at you in elation 
elation of color 
screaming in all its brilliance.
my amazement
does not end as I examine you
tip-by-tip
feeling your gold
your orange
under my skin
as I examine you
from afar
a blazing torch
amidst a bleak city sky.
you refuse to take 
a sleeping death silently 
and go down 
in your blazing glory.
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Amanda Innes
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